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Amazed the narcisse at her dark and languid eyen rare;
Amazed the hyacinth before her tangled clustering hair;
Amazed the rosebud when she doth in hand the goblet bear; *

'Tis mom, away let yonder merry Rosebud slumber chase;

Let blush the mirror-wine for shame to see her rosy face.

When 'scape her roguish locks from 'neath her fez and fall adown,
A sigh escapes with every breath from every stricken one,
The bulbul-soul begins within the body-cage to moan.

Tis mom, away let yonder meny Rosebud slumber chase;

Let blush the mirror-wine for shame to see her rosy face.

With flute and wine alone for feres have we retired to-night;
The flute accompanies our sighs, the wine partakes our plight.3
Come, Pertev, let us with the plaining nightingale unite.

'Tis morn, away let yonder merry Rosebud slumber chase;

Let blush the mirror-wine for shame to see her rosy face.

Mustezad. [449]

All night I woke and slept by turns with bitter yearning ta'en,

(Of yondei beauty fain;)
I dallied with the thought and dream of her for plaything vain,

(Till morning beamed again.)

Blood wept I as I drank the wine of separation's feast,

(Sans cupbearer's behest;)
Empty and brimming o'er by turns, cup-like, did I remain,

(Bedyed with every stain.)3

I wildered and dumbfoundered  moth and taper both this night,

(With yearning's ardent plight:)
Burned sore, to stumble on with sinking steps, full hatd the stiain,

(Consumed with fiery pain.)

1   The  twig  bearing  the  bud is sometimes compared to the aim with the
hand carrying the goblet.

2  Being bitter.

3   Tn   this  and   the foregoing  line  the   poet  means  to  imply that he was
tossed about between hope and feai.